$6- Theffiflorieof 

The very bcttome and the foule of Hope, 

The very lift, thevery vtmofl bound 
Of all our Fortunes* 

Dong. Fayth,and fo wc mould, 

Where now remaincs a fvveetc reucruon . 

We may boldly fpend vpon the hope ot what t is to come in, 

A comfort of retirement liues in this. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home to ny vnto. 

If that the Diuell and Mifchance looke big 

Vpon the maydenhead of our affaires. 

Wor. But yet I would your Father had been heere ; 

The qualitic and heire of our attempt 
Brookes nodiuifion, it will bethought 
By fome, that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome, loyalty, and mcere diilike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hcnccv 
Andthinkc,how (uch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide of fearefull faction, 

And breed a kind of queftion in our caufc: 

For, well you know, we of the offringfide, 

Muff keepe aloofe from ft rift arbiterment. 

And flop all fight-hole* , euery loope, from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father arawes a curtainc. 

That fhewesthe ignorant, a kind offeare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot, You ftraine too farre. 

I rather of his abfence make this vfe. 

It lends a luflre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your greate enterprize, 
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If wc without his helpe,can make a head 
Topulh againftthe Kingdome,with hishelpc. 

We fliall, or turne it topfie turuy downe : 

Yet all goes well, yet all bur ioynts are whole. 

Z) owg. A s heart can rhinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland? as this deame offeare. 

Enter Str Ricfc, Vernon. 


Henry the Fourth . ^ , 

Hot. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule* 

} r er. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord, 

The Earle of Wefimerland, feauen thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince John. 

Hot. No harme, what more./ 
y er . And further, Ihaue learnd, 

The K ing himfclfetn perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intendedfpeedily, 

■With ftrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He fliall be welcome too 5 Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed madcap, Prince of Wales, 

And his Cumrades, that daft the worldafide. 

And bid it patle ? 

Ver. All furniflit f allin Armes J 
.All plumpe like Effrigcs, that with the winde 
Bayted like Eagles,hauinglatcly bath'd, 

Giittring in golden Coates like Images, " : a . 

As full of fpirit as the moneth of May, 

And gorgious as the Sunneat Midfbmer ; 

Wanton as youthfull Goates,wild as youngBuIs : 

I faw young Harry with his Beuer on, 

His Cullies on his thighes, gallantly armdc. 

Rife from the ground like feathered UMercnry, 

Andvaulted with fucheafc into hisfeate, 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turn and winde a fi cry Pegaftts , 

And witch the world with noble Horfc-manfhip, . 

' Hot, No more, no more, worfe then the Sunne in March. 

This prayfe doth nourilh Agues*, let them come, 

Theycemc like Sacrifices in their trim, 

Andtothefire-eyde mayde offmokiewarre, 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them : 

ThemayledA/sr/ftiallon hisAlrar fit 
Vptotheearesin bjoud. I am on fire 
To heare this rich repizall isfo nigh.* 

And yet not ours. Come, le f me t4ke my Horfc, 

Whois tobearemclikcarhunder-boult, 

Againftthe oolome of the P r i«ce of wales, 

H * Hetty 
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